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	1. Prologue: Let it Start

Prologue: Let it start

* * *

><p>The sound of crackling flames woke him up.<p>

Lord El-Melloi II, Waver Velvet, opened his eyes. Bright and raging fire burned everywhere. Was he in hell? With the great amount of pain he was in, it wouldn't be a surprised. His body ached. A dry cough escaped his mouth, it tore through his throat, he slump forward, blood tickled down his dry lips. He righted himself, leaned against the broken column behind him, he gasped as pain soared up from his back. He almost blacked out, eyes closed as he tried to let the pain pass.

Haggard breaths escaped him, with burning lungs and a raw throat. Blurry eyes watch the flames that encircle him, trapping him in, burning the large lobby.

"G-G-God…t-this is bad…" He said with difficulty. Burnt injuries rack his body. His favorite clothing was a mess, torn and burnt. He clenched his right hand, a hiss slipped through his teeth as his finger had dug into tender burn flesh. He raised his right arm carefully, the effort proved troublesome. He looked at his hand and saw the injuries, he let the limb drop onto his lap.

He was alive. He had somehow survived. A soft snort escaped him, already he regretted having survived. The pain he was in was the worst he had ever experienced. He knew he couldn't move. His legs muscles were far to injured to allow movement. More importantly, he had used the last of his energy to make it to this spot, where he had collapsed. Moments before he had slid down against the column, he had thought that he would die there, along with the rest.

Tired eyes survey the burning lobby, he looked pass the flames. Bodies, numbered by the dozens filled the floor.

Bodies burnt from the raging fire.

Bodies crushed under fallen rubble.

Bodies slashed with their pieces scattered.

Bodies smashed leaving nothing but a stained.

Bodies mauled by savaged familiars.

This was the fate that the members of the Clock Tower, home of the Mage Association had suffered.

The Clock Tower had been attacked. He did not know how long ago it had happened, or was it better to say that he did not care for the time for when it had occurred? He only remembered that it had happened late at night.

He _was_ aware to how the attacked had happened.

There were traitorous magi among their ranks. Agents that worked with the enemy of the Association, the Boundary Fields that should've alerted the Association of any attack, it had been undermine by these traitors. This act had allowed for their enemy to strike at the Clock Tower with critical precision.

Men and women had poured into the tower, magi with connection to the Association, to the lesser magus families, or freelancers.

Their numbers had surprised them.

Their strength had staggered them.

Their ferocity was like that of a raging hurricane.

He had been on his office, unaware that the attack had started. It was when a magus crashed into his office, a young or old, student or professor, commoner or noble, at that moment it did not matter as he was scorched.

He had been quite startled.

The cause of death for this person had been a woman. She wore tight suit, a Mystic Code, white and black, two black belts strapped on her chest. A rather impressive and well-made suit, its purposed was clear to be meant for battle. Yet compare to the rest of the gear, it was like comparing heaven and earth.

A white hooded and elegant cape, it was made with the finest fabrics, it reached down to the waist, and on the collar were two blue crosses with strings tie in a knot. It would've been obvious to anyone, that these fabrics held power, a mystery that had been lost to the modern times.

The woman also wore armor gauntlets and greaves. Both were black, trimmed with golden décor, green circular crystals set on the armor. Great magical energy swirled from these green bits. It allowed them to perform great feats that even exceeded what a magus was capable of.

Yes, it was quite obvious that these were the creation of a Servant.

It made sense after Waver thought about, the Fifth Holy Grail War was about to begin. If the reports were to be believed, only one more Servant had been yet to be summon.

His keen eyes had analyzed these powerful constructs and could tell that something was off. But he didn't pay mind to it for long, he ran, he evaded. A miracle had occurred and he had managed to escaped his office, injured, bloodied, limping. Fire then had burst, it had consumed everything on its path, burned him, killed many. Then there was his collapse.

Another cough tore through his throat, it left him without air. More coughs tore through him. His coughs seized, his chest heaved, blood poured out of his mouth. He may had have survived, but it wouldn't be enough.

He was going to die.

His opened wounds would kill him, as blood poured out of him.

Or maybe he would die by burning, the flames kept on raging, it would only be a matter of time before the fire reached him.

Or maybe he would die by suffocation, there 'was' smoke, it had been nothing short of a miracle that he could even breath.

"Ah…j-j-just let the r-roof fall…a quick death…a quick death…" He croaked out, eyes closed, letting the mind wander. The roof could fall or the column behind him could crush him. In the end he would be happy just to get this over with.

He wasn't suicidal. In fact, he had enjoyed living. He had done a great of many things, met many type of people and he had enjoyed his time has a professor. It wasn't all perfect, nothing ever was, but he had enjoyed it. He had simply given up. He's body had reached its limit and he was fine with no pushing further.

Not that he would. If there was one thing that Waver Velvet hated was exercise and him dying because he pushed a little too much? Death by flames had seemed preferable.

So he closed his eyes, cleared his mind. He prepared to go into his own little world, to ignore everything around him. If tried hard enough, he could've died without noticing, it was grim, but he was a realist.

A soft snort escaped him.

"You're still alive?" A woman's voice asked, she sounded surprise, yet there was a hint of relief clear on her voice. Waver eyes opened, startled at the sudden voice. How long ago was since he heard the voice of another person? Seconds, minutes, hours?

The sound flames was the only thing that had occupied his hearing, its burning heat as a constant reminder of the impending doom, the pain in his body as proof that he was indeed alive. But to hear another's person voice was almost comforting, no matter how irritated he could get by he's students constant babble's, being so close to death made him sentimental.

Still he found some odd sense of comfort that he would not die alone, even if it meant dying in front of an enemy.

Unfocused eyes focus on the woman, her body shadowed by the flames behind her, a tight suit, the same Mystic Code that the other attackers wore but with different colors, orange, white and black, an armor gauntlet on her left arm, the magical white cape, with half her face obscured by the capes hood.

'Different colors huh? This woman must be the leader or maybe someone of importance.' Waver thought, his mind analyzed the person in front of him, his unfocused eyes focused as the woman moved towards him. Sour sarcasms rose up from his throat. "S-Sorry to disappoint…"

The woman stopped walking in front of him, looked down at him, she smiled at his sarcasm.

"Disappointed you say? No, no, you got it all wrong Lord El-Melloi II. What I feel at the sight of you here and now is not disappointment, but utmost happiness." The woman said, her voiced colored with sincerity, relieved and happiness were clear in her words. Her smiled turned bitter. "I have to wonder to just how many people had to die here tonight…from young adults with inspiration for greatness, to older ones with just wishing to see the fruits of their labor…it's quite tragic is it not? To end someone's **Dreams** and **Hopes** for the future…but you being alive will make all, of this, worth it."

The woman's words were filled with regret, a manic desperation, a need for justification.

Lord El-Melloi II looked at her with scrutinizing eyes, he did not move, just continued his stared toward the woman. His lips parted.

"Y-Y-You are…insane…"

The woman smiled at his words, a bitter and broken smiled, and she knelt beside him. His eyes followed her, eyes like hawks, shoulder tensed. She was so near that he saw her face features much more clearly, golden-brown eyes, copper color hair. The woman's lips parted, ready to say something, but stopped when the flames behind her died down.

"What a most inconvenience place to be. Being so near this fire and smoke will be quite detrimental. Your lungs will filled up with smoke, which in turn will cause your health to decline and make for the cause that your fighting for be ever that much more difficult. You have to remember that for magi, their breathing is quite important. Less you wish to fail with your spells."

A man's voice rambled, as he explained facts that were obvious to magi. Yet each word carried their own wisdom, advice that should not be ignored, no matter how obvious the fact. Waver could not see the man who spoke, but he could feel his presence, even in his injured state. It was more than obvious what the man was, a being that held power that only lived in their imagination, the ultimate familiar.

The Servant had arrived.

The woman looked back, as her face had changed from bitter and broken to one full of genuine happiness. She stood up, jumped and hugged him. The Servant stumbled backward a little, his robed arms wrapped around the woman's body awkwardly.

'So she's the Master then.' Waver thought, the Servant was obscured by the woman, but he could tell that his robes were similar to the ones that the attackers cape. He eyed the spectacle before him, the sight made him frown in disgust, the show of affection on the lobby filled with corpses made quite for a dissonance scene.

"You're right, you're always right." The woman said, her tone laced with affection, her tightening her hug. "It's been a while since I last saw you. I was worry you wouldn't come."

Those words froze Waver's mind. _'A while'_, that didn't make sense. A Servant, the ultimate familiar that could be summoned in the event of a new Holy Grail War, a constant companion toward their Master. A Servant would've never allowed for a Master to risk their lives, especially after such a massive attack.

"It was more than obvious that I would come. I may not look like it, but I am a man of my word. I did tell you I would see things until the end. And I do intend to keep my word, if not for you, then at the very least for_ her_." The Servant said calmly, his voice held tenderness, as he put a hand on the woman's shoulder reassuringly.

"Yes, I should've not doubted you for even a second. But there are exceptions correct?" The woman's voiced held the same amount of tenderness that the Servant had demonstrated.

"Correct, 'Director'." The Servant said with a hint of a smile on his voice, his voice then turned serious. "The Fifth Holy Grail will begin very shortly and thus your plans, determination and devotion to the cause will be tested. But like I told you earlier, I will not fight **_her_**. Do not presume to pressure me into going into combat against her. Other than that, I shall stand by you. Until we've reached the end of this journey, you will have me as your ally."

The woman, the 'Director', sighed at the words, not out of frustration or disappointment, but one filled with relieved. She turned toward Waver, her relieved smiled turned sad.

Waver's lips twitched in annoyance at that.

"…he's one of the Seven Pillars. Please prepare _it_. I want to finish things here quickly." The Director's voiced was firm, a clear command, an order for her Servant. The Servant moved, he put his hands up in front, as a blue magical circle appeared on them. Waver shifted, caution blared on his head.

The Director walked towards Waver, knelt in front of him, cupped his face with her hands. She gave him a look of pity.

"Everything is going along well. If thing keep going like this, then no more have to die pointlessly. With our goals accomplish, we can stop 'it' from and we can save humanity from their fate." The woman said those words in a wishful manner, her hands tightened on his cheeks, she sighed. A light appeared behind her, a golden light, brighter than what any flames could accomplished. "You have been chosen, Lord El-Melloi II. Rejoice, as thanks to you…humanity shall accomplished and surpassed fate thanks to you and the others efforts. Humanities **Dreams** and **Hopes** shall become a reality."

The woman's words held conviction, a belief that was fanatical, desperation for the success of their objective.

The Director let go of his face, she stepped back, moved away. The bright light, the Servant stepped forward with the lights on his hands, it blinded him. There was nothing but silence, Waver looked at the light, his eyes barely made a figure inside the light, a shadow of a cup.

The Servant shoved the light into his chest.

It was then, that Waver Velvet, knew no more.

* * *

><p><strong>Authors Note:<strong>

**Here you go, a prologue for a new story. Had this idea for quite a while now and was having a bit of trouble implemented it out in written form. I do hope it got out well and that you enjoy it.**

**Please leave a review once you finished. I would love to hear what you think about this. **

**Until next time.**


	2. 5HGW: Day Four, Deadly Enemy Sparks

Fifth Holy Grail War, Day Four.

"Goodbye. We'll be enemies next time we meet, so be prepare."

Those were the words utter by the Master of Archer, Rin Tohsaka, towards the Master of Saber, Shirou Emiya, both participants for the Fifth Holy Grail War. The words were simple, its message clear, easy to understand. The young woman didn't give time for the young man in the room to react, as she walked out of the room, into the hall and went on her way.

She really hoped that Shirou would understand, that he learned from her advice, the mess he had been thrown into would kill him if he did not shape up. He was far too naïve, to dumb, he didn't take care of himself from what she had seen last night. If he continued at the rate he was in, she would have to step in.

_'You don't deserve to die Shirou. Even for being a magus, you really don't need to die in this war.'_

Not that she cared about him dying or anything really. It just would just quite unfortunate for a person like him to die, even if it were his own fault.

Her school uniform fluttered, each step brought her closer toward the house front door, she got curious as to where Saber was. She had actually thought that the Servant would've make sure to see her out, to make sure she hadn't put on some trap, leave off a warning, or anything at all. It seemed like Saber was much more trusting that she had thought.

_'Geez, those two are a match made in heaven if that's the case.'_ Rin though, amusement had filled her, thought she felt somewhat flatter at being trusted this much by a Heroic Spirit.

Her right hand reached for the entrance door, she looked back at the hall behind her, a sigh escaped her lips, as she opened the door and left the Emiya Residence. Light filtered in her eyes, the sun shone from up above, cool air breezed by her. She walked forward, her feet carried her toward the outside street, she stopped in the middle of the road after a couple of steps. The wind had picked up.

She looked toward her right, a neutral expression on her face, as she waited. A flickered, it had occurred fast, less than a second, but it had occurred. In that instance, a man in red had appeared and just as quickly disappeared. Her Servant, Archer was by her side, she nodded in satisfaction, happy that her Servant had understood her silent command.

With that she walked down the road, ready to commence her long walk back home.

"That was a wise decision, Rin." A disembodied voice complimented, the tone sounded pleased. "That_ boy_ would have slowed us down had you made an alliance with him. There is no need to be burden by a third rate Master like him."

The voice of her Servant, Archer, echoed through the winds. Rin shifted her eyes toward the voice, she hummed in response.

"Hm. Well you're right about Emiya-kun being an amateur." The girl agreed, her voice was distracted, yet her steps remained steady. She stopped, the sound of a car that passed by snapped her awake, she shook her head. She looked to where Archer was. "Still, even for an amateur he's got the strongest card out of this war. Saber managed to take on that Berserker head on, even with that light body hers…geez she's incredibly powerful."

"Humph. That's an accurate assessment to make. The power she wields is indeed terrifying. To be capable to take such blows from that mad warrior with such finesse and skill speaks highly of just how great of a Heroic Spirit she is. Even I wouldn't have been able to perform as well as Saber did." Archer agreed with her words, his tone calm, as he analyzed the battle from the night before. "Still, even has fearsome has Saber was, she would've been overwhelm by Berserker's attacked had it not been for our distractions. It was thanks to these distractions that let Saber avoid getting hit in some critical moments. Humph, it might as well have to do with the fact that Saber is handicapped."

Rin stopped walking, a surprised expression had blossom, and she turned to look to where Archer invisible form was.

"Handicapped?" She question, her tone confused. It was a moment later that her expression changed into one of realization. Archer chuckled at that.

"Hm. Very good Master, you're pretty good in the up take." Archer's voice complimented. "But yes, Saber is very much handicapped thanks to her third rate Master. Had she been summoned properly and had a first class Master, she would most probably be the strongest Servant in this war."

Rin looked down, her thoughts were a dozen miles away, the information had left her dumbstruck.

"If I had summoned…"

"Hm. If someone like you had summoned Saber, even the botched summoning that you had performed would've been trivial." Archer's words cut deep, her Servant delivered the information without remorse. The words reminded her of her desired to have Saber.

A jealous sigh escaped her.

"…that's just unfair." Rin sulked, Archer's new bit of information ruined her mood. She walked towards her house, the mocking chuckles of Archer echoed through the wind.

**.**

**.**

**.**

**.**

She had made it home. The walked had been long, tedious, annoying. The feeling of failure, of what-ifs or maybe's had accompanied her all the way. It was a feeling that would not go away, not after a couple of days. She had tried to distract herself, by arguing with her rude Servant, Archer had obviously enjoyed every moment.

"Archer." Rin called out, her voice was oddly calm, aware that the Servant was listening. "I'm going to make you pay, you know right?"

The disembodied chuckle from her Servant was the only response she had gotten. Rin sighed, walked toward her front door. She immediately froze, she became aware of a disturbance, a minor thing, yet because it existed she became aware of it. There was a bounded field placed on her home, one that did not belong there.

"Rin." The disembodied voice of Archer called, warning clear on his voice, tensed and ready. Rin hummed in response.

"Already, eh?" Rin said to herself. She was being attacked already? This was not something she had been expecting, though she should've. After all, this was a war. She relaxed her tensed muscle, set her face into a neutral expression, a calm breath passed through her lungs.

Rin analyzed the field put on her home. It was well made, probably already planned, ready to be use to take her out when she was alone. She could tell that its function was more to keep unwanted eyes and hears from noticing any disturbance from whatever battle that might blow up.

The Tohsaka heir sighed and shook her head.

Who was she to deny such invitation?

She stepped toward the entrance door, opened it, got in and then looked around. A specific spot by the end of the hall caught her attention.

An armor black and golden foot, the edges of a well-made white cape, it stuck out, whomever the intruder was made for a horrible infiltrator. Not that such thing would help, the immense amount of magical energy that could be felt around the house was telling.

"Archer." Rin said, a clear command, one that Archer understood. The Servant materialized in front of her, his steel back set straight, hands opened, ready to spawn his blades.

At that moment, hell broke loose.

From the hallway two enemies sprang into action, males, destroyed furniture flew up, tables, chairs, vases, pieces of the hallway wall. They moved like speeding bullets, white capes fluttered, their faces obscured by the hood, armored gauntlets tensed, ready and held their equipment for battle. The one in the left held wand, as big as a grown man, red in color, a light blue gem on the top, a bladed tip down below. The other one held a giant shield, cross in shape, dark blue and gray, magical runes inscribed on them.

From Rin's and Archer's left a door broke, kicked out from its hinges, splinters flew through the air, the door slid across the carpet floor. Another enemy came in, a female, a black and gold weapon held with both hand, cannon liked in appearance, eight barrels.

From their left the wall burst, Rin squinted her eyes, dust flew near her face. Another male enemy, charged into action, same wand as the one in the halls, with the bladed part pointed at them.

The roof from up above caved, two more enemies came, males, wielding dual straight swords.

An attack from all sides, strength that exceeded humans, speeds greater than even the fastest Olympic runner. Such offensive power would've killed even the strongest combative magus.

But the one who stood before such attack was a Servant, a being far above what any magus could ever hope to match.

The two enemies that came from the roof, their blades were swung simultaneously, four silver crescents slashes, all aim for the white hair Servant's head. It took Archer but an instance for a counterattack. Faster than the eye could track, both of the Servant's arm moved, twin swords, black and white, Kanshou and Bakuya.

Archer completely blew the enemy's offense away. Shattered silver metal spin in the air, the white caped enemies flew back toward the hall, their shield wielder colleague was right behind them, as he roused up the crossed shape armament and caught the blown away enemies.

The enemy beside the shield wielder pointed his wand.

"Brennen mit einem großen Feuer! Versengt!" The wand user chanted, as his words hit their culmination, a great stream of fire, it encompassed the entire hall before him, it flew toward Rin and Archer at great speeds. Rin barely had a second to gasp, Archer stepped back, his right arm grabbed her by her waist, he pulled her back and kicked opened the entrance door behind them…

And were met by a female enemy, her left gauntlet arm was raised up.

"Fly and escape! Tearing wind!" The woman grunted, her teeth bare, opened armor palm, and unleashed a gust of shredding winds toward Rin and Archer. The wind near Rin's face, eyes wide in shock, lips parted in fright, her mind froze. She was spun around, still in the arm of her Servant, she looked up.

"Ghk!" Archer grunted, as he shielded her with his back. The powerful magical winds shredded his armor, his feet slid, as he was pushed back into the Tohsaka house. The Servant stumble, they were back in the same spot, he looked up at the flames, a few feet away from him, he bended his knees, gritted his teeth in shock.

It should have been impossible, the wind spell should have 'not' affected him, the spell was nothing but low level in the spectrum of things. And his magic resistance was low, that he knew very well, but it still should've protected him from such spell. Yet, that wind attack felt as if it was 'C' rank. It was those gauntlets, of that he was sure, those gauntlets and armaments made these magus fight in a level beyond reason.

"Archer!" Rin shouted, voiced filled with strength, eyes full of determination. In her left hand was a jewel, Archer understood immediately and twisted his body to give her room for her plan. Rin's hand flickered and the jewel flew into the flames. "Gewicht, um zu Verdoppel ung!"

The jewel shattered inside the fire, its scatter bits formed a dome, and a great weight was added to the incoming attack. The fire flattened against the floor, leaving for a burnt hall, and charging enemies.

"Fire!" The woman from their left screamed, her weapon, the cannon, fired eight spikes, they were black with yellow borders, as long as a grown persons forearm. Archer with his hold firm on Rin, spun her once more out of harm's way, pushed her away. His teeth grinded as pain soared from his back, he looked down, eight spikes were embedded on him, smoked came from the black metal.

Rin had stumbled forward, her face had nearly hit the floor, she failed to regain her footing. The enemy who had busted down the wall, sprang forward, bladed wand ready to stabbed the girl. Rin's body twisted toward his direction, left hand pointed like a gun, a black reddish orb form on her forefinger.

"Gandr!" The Tohsaka heir chanted, as dozens of black orbs were shot, like a machine gun, toward her attacker. Each orb hit the enemy's upper body, but it did not halt his charged, the white cape dissipated the attacks, resistant to the curses. Rin fell down on the floor with her left hand up, shots still being fired at the enemy. Her face was in shock.

"What!?" Rin screamed, the enemy was upon her, bladed tip ready to be embedded on her sides.

The wand was knocked off the enemy's hand by a white sword, the man grunted in fright as Archer was upon him. One swift slash from his favored black blade, blood spurt, the enemy's body had been cut from shoulder to hip. Archer turned, grabbed his masters right forearm, ready to jump out of the house.

A small whisper caught his attention.

"CREPITUS." The words came from the man who had been slice up. The last bit of his life was used to light up a spell. His wears, the tight suit, white cape and armor gauntlets, yellow like circuits ran all over them.

And then he exploded.

The Tohsaka house rumbled, its entrance blown away, windows shattered. Pots, wall pictures, clocks, furniture's, anything that was not attached to the floor or walls fell. Smoke and fire had burst from the destroyed section of the house.

"…hmm. Ah…" Rin moaned, her eyes opened slightly, blinking rapidly. She was disoriented, her legs sprawled on the floor beneath her, the world spin round and round for her, another moan escaped her mouth. She felt strong arms tightened around her, she turned to look behind her, with unfocused she saw her Servant, vigilant to the threat behind them.

Archer's red cloth was slightly torn and cut, the right side of his face had a bruise, yet his eyes and postures remained ready.

She looked to where Archer was looking.

"Oh…those stupid jerks…those stupid jerks are going to pay…" Rin said, some bite was on her voice, as she tried to focus her arm leaned against her Servants chest. She winced as she cut her arm, she looked at the spikes he had been stabbed earlier on the battle.

Archer had protected her from the blast, he had used his own body as a shield and were both catapulted off the entrance hall toward the living room. There was a hole in the wall, made from the two being launched, smoke peered through.

Rin shook her head, hazy mind started to become less cloudy, her eyes became sharp and she bit her lip. Archer let her go and stood up, he turned around in a ready stance, eight spikes still embedded on his body. He turned his head slightly to look at her.

"Rin, are you okay?" The knight in red asked.

"…hrm, yeah, just a little piss that 'my' home is getting destroy!" Rin screamed, she got to her knees, a furious expression on her face, she glared at her Servant. "Just what the hell is going on Archer!? How the hell are these guys doing all of this!? You should've beaten them already!"

"Humph. Their weapons, armors, clothing…everything, well, mostly everything that this people have are creations of Servant. It's the only ideal explanation I can give you Rin." Archer answered, his head turned back to the hole on the wall, heavy footsteps could be heard. Archer tensed, ready for combat.

"A Servant…do you think this is Servant Caster? They're the only class I know that can create magical artifacts like the ones that those guys have." Rin analyzed, her mind went into deep thought, as she tried to figure things out.

"Quite true, I'm quite worry over having the Servant join in the fray." Archer's voice held a note of sarcasm by that point. "I'm afraid of that I won't be able to keep the house safe if that was the case."

"It doesn't have to reach that point Master of Archer." A male voiced informed through the smoke filled hole, the shield wielding enemy stepped out, his steps heavy. Alongside him came the wand user and the woman with the eight barrel cannon. "Just give up, do not make this any more difficult than what it already is."

Rin bristled at that, she gave a large glare at her attackers before she took a deep breath, calmed herself and forced a smile on her lips.

"You got a lot of nerve…after attacking me? My home!? You really think I'm going to give up!?" The Tohsaka heir voice got a little higher, anger clouded her once more.

"Hm. You people are quite arrogant. I will admit that you caught us off guard and for a simple magus, you are performing quite well. Even I have to admit that is incredible." Archer said, twin swords appeared in his hands. "But you have anger my Master and that is quite unforgivable, for that, I will bring all of you down."

"Negotiations have failed." The shield wielding enemy said, his voice gave away that this outcome did not surprise him. With his free hand he pointed his gauntlet at Archer, hand opened in a 'clawed' manner, parts of the armor shot up, green magical energy fired and the gauntlet was sent flying, it left his arm with a black and yellow sleeve, it sped at bullet speed towards the Servant in red.

Archer stood there, eyes observed the approaching gauntlet, his right wrist flickered, the white sword, Bakuya, hit the flying armor and deflected toward his left. The gauntlet let out a spark of electricity.

A storm of lighting exploded, completely covering Archer, who was unaffected by it, they became amplified by the eight spikes embedded on him and the electricity shot behind him.

"G-G-G-GUYAAAAAA!" The shrieked from Rin distracted Archer, he looked back, his Master was rigid, her hair stood electrified, a grimaced on her face. The Servant grew worry, frustrated, annoyed, he dispelled the black sword and quickly removed the spikes on his body.

"Fire!" The woman with the cannon weapon commanded, her weapon then fired eight more spikes toward Archer. The Servant stopped his actions, he had been in the process of removing the sixth spike and deflected all eight incoming spikes with the white blade.

Archer snorted, removed the last spikes on his body, and took a step forward. He was ready to end this, Rin had been hurt, he was greatly confused and annoyed over the enemy's equipment. He charged, a glass window broke behind him, he looked back.

A new enemy, female, the one who had used the wind spell, charged toward the electrocuted Rin, crossed the distance in less than a second, her right gauntlet arm reached out. It was only inches away from her head.

Archer knew what they were attempting. This was a tactic to throw him off his balance, the woman wasn't the main part of the plan, she was just a distraction. He would take her out and allow her comrades the chance to counterattack. It was simple, but it would be effective, their equipment was troublesome, they were creations from a Servant, so it was obvious.

He would just have to act faster.

"GRRA!" Archer growled, his left foot embedded on the floor, cracking it, it stopped his charge and push himself back to deliver a devastating right kick. The silver steel armor boot of Archer hit the enemy on the head, it shatter it, blood and bones came out, the wall behind him was painted red.

Archer brought his right leg forward, charge toward his enemies, called upon the black sword and slashed the woman with cannon. The shield wielder got in the way, the black blade bounced against the shield. The wand wielder saw an opportunity, he prepared an incantation, the Servant did not allow this to happened, he flicked his right wrist and threw the white blade toward the enemy's stomach.

The stabbed enemy let out a surprised squeal, going down on the floor, blood spilled over. Archer delivered another powerful swing toward the shield, the shield wielder slid back, the Servant delivered another swing, then another, the shield dented.

"Große mächtigen Push! Abstoßen!" A incantation was deliver in haste, fear clear on the enemies voice. The cross shape shield light up, Archer stopped his assault, stepped back, gained some distance. The enemy jumped forward, Archer defended, brought another Bakuya into his hands, crossed them. Swords and shield met.

A blue magical circle with symbols appeared, a shockwave was launched, Archer was blasted back. He went through the wall.

"Secure the 'Pillar'!" The shield wielder shouted, from the hole in wall, the one made by the explosion, the two enemies who wielded blades jumped in, white capes in tatters, cuts and blood on their bodies. One of them crossed the distance, grabbed Rin, she resisted, but it proved futile, the gauntlet arm held a tight grip on her. The enemy jumped with Rin on his arms.

A blue arrow was shot from the hole that Archer had been pushed into.

The shield wielding man stepped in its path, he was too slow, the arrow destroyed the right side of the cross shield and went for Rin's capturer. It hit the man on the back and went through, it left a bloody hole on the man's body. Rin fell on the floor with a grunt.

"Grab the Pil—Gggua!" The woman tried to shout, but twin blades pierced her chest, blood leaked out of her mouth, as she fell on the floor.

Archer charged in like a bullet, twin swords back in hands, the shield wielder placed his protection back in front.

"Große mächt—AAAAAAAAARGH!" His chant became irrelevant, Archer passed by his right side, slashed at his right thigh, cut deep into the bone, the Servant spun, and kicked the shield out of the enemy's hands. The enemy fell and Archer went for the other one.

The last standing enemy tried to grab Rin, desperate to get away, scared gasp escaped the enemy's mouth. He grabbed Rin by her forearm…

…and was awarded with a reinforced leg to the face.

The enemy stumbled backward and was knocked out by Archer, as he hit his head with the back of his sword. The enemy fell with a loud thud.

"Rin!" Archer called his voice full of worry. He approached his Master, the white sword disappeared, he offered a hand toward Rin, who was still in the floor. His Master shook her head, stood up by herself, with some difficulty and looked at him.

"I'm fine…a little peeved, but fine." Rin answered, her tone clipped, annoyed, angry, yes, most definitely angry. She moved toward the conscious enemy, who was writhing in pain, blood gushed out from his thigh.

Archer moved back for the enemy he had knocked out, knelt beside him, reached for his gauntlets and pulled. The armor would not butch.

"The armor acts like a second skin…?" Archer analyzed as his eyes narrow, he checked the armor, tanned hand passed over the black metal piece.

"A second skin?" Rin asked, curious, she stopped her march, her attention off the fallen enemy and looked at Archer.

"…Ha...haa..give it up…!" The conscious enemy moaned, pain clear on his voice, yet a manic grin could've been seen from his obscured hooded face.

"Are you still on about us giving up? Face it, you're already beaten." Rin said, arms crossed, her eyes narrowed. Archer from behind used his black sword, he server the unconscious enemy's limb ligaments, cutting off his ability to move.

"Ha, haha, ha!" The former user of the shield laughed, his voice hoarse, pain filled and manic. Archer walked over to Rin.

"It's no use Rin, he's in shock. They held incredible coordination and fought tremendously, but in the end they held no experience in battle. That's the best that you can expect from a proper Magus." Archer said, his words direct, his tone relaxed, yet his posture was still tense. Rin nodded, looked down at the still laughing enemy, walked over to him.

The enemy twisted his body to glare at Archer.

"Y-You're a fool! Counter Guardian!" The enemy shouted.

"What!?" Rin and Archer questioned loudly, simultaneously, in shock. Archer was left completely stupefied, his mind went blank, not understanding how his identity had been compromised.

"Ha! Y-Y-You believe yourself to be s-so high and mighty, huh!? Hahahaha! You two are nothing but fools! Mere pieces that are meant to be move by the Director!" The fallen enemy shouted, his voice manic, a crazed look on his face.

"The Director?" Rin questioned, her face crunched up in confusion, her eyes looked down in thought, then she looked back at his face. "Is this Director the Master!?"

"Ha…haa, I guess I have never given you eastern people much credit have I!? The Director is the one who shall inherit humanity! She will lead us to a new path! One filled with greatness! No more will magus have to squander around looking for mysteries that probably don't exist! She shall give us power! Unlimited power!"

"Hah! Unlimited power? Geez, for a guy who just fought a Servant, you're pretty gullible." Rin said, her arms crossed, eyebrows raised as she looked down at the manic enemy. "Whoever this leader of yours is, she got you hooked with your own delusions."

"Y-Y-You…! You damn bitch! My prestigious family will be revitalized thanks to her! She will bring back our might, she shall make my family reach a higher plane in magecraft! You are nothing but a tool! A '_Pillar_'! You are our ticket for power! Our **Dreams** and **Hopes**!" The enemy ranted, his voice grew in pitch, veins all around his face.

"…'Pillar'? What do you mean by that? What the heck is your plan?" Rin question, she went to kneel beside him, but was stop by Archer, who placed a hand on her shoulder.

"Don't get near him. Remember that they have Deadman's switch, a suicide spell. Whatever they might want with you doesn't necessarily mean that they need you alive." Archer explained, as he pulled her back.

"Ha…ha…ha…we do need her alive…" The enemy corrected, a grin on his face. "But you're too late."

Suddenly the entire was engulfed in blue. Archer and Rin looked around in surprised, Archer grabbed Rin, hefting her up with a single arm, his free hand calling forth Kanshou and jumped towards the windows.

"We were just a distraction…" The enemy said, his voice soft, as he died from blood loss. A happy smile was on his face, satisfied that he had served his Director.

Archer and Rin barely reached the windows, the entire house filled up with light, before everything around them shattered apart.

Master and Servant were stilled trapped inside.

And the world around them remained unaware of the events that had transpired.

* * *

><p><strong>Authors Note:<strong>
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	3. 5HGW: Day Five, Crazy Train Part 1

The atmosphere around the dining table was peaceful.

Shirou Emiya dined in on the breakfast food served by Sakura Matou. Taiga Fujimura ate the food with gusto, a happy smile on her face, eyes closed in delight, body relaxed. Saber ate with an elegance and gracefulness that only she could exhibit, eyes focused on her food, chopsticks on her hand with not even a single bit of food wasted. Shirou brought the food toward his mouth, chewed on it and looked down when he noticed something.

"Hm? This is a bit thin. Did you change something, Sakura?" Shirou asked, his head tilted, with his chopsticks he played with the food on the bowl. Sakura looked up and gave a small smile.

"Yes. I thought Saber-san wouldn't be used to miso soup. So I didn't put too much miso in it." Sakura said, her voice light, she looked toward Saber when she said this. His Servant stopped eating, her green eyes focused on Saber and nodded in acknowledgement.

"Yes. I like this miso soup better than last night's. But please cook at your leisure since I am used to Japanese food. It will be for our mutual benefit." Saber said honestly, Sakura looked surprised at that.

"R-Really!? Whoa, you're using chopsticks…I'm surprised. You sure are multi-talented." Sakura complimented, as she stared at Saber with wide eyes.

"I am used to it…But to be honest, chopsticks are tiring. I do believe it is better than fork and spoon, though." Saber complained slightly, voice even, not giving much of a hint of her complaint. She went to put some sauce on her food. Taiga looked up from her food, chewed, swallowed and let out a satisfied sigh.

"Yeah. Fork and spoon over chopsticks. Oh, that's not what you put on it. You have to put soy sauce on that." Taiga advised, a happy smile on her face. Saber stopped what she was doing and nodded, accepting her mistake.

"…I see. Thank you for your advice." Saber said gracefully. Taiga nodded at that happily.

"No problem. I'll take dried seaweed as a reward. Give me seconds, Shirou." Taiga said with a catty smile, eyes closed, her glutton demanded more food. Shirou sighed at that.

"Here. Don't eat too much and fall asleep again." Shirou said, as he handed her the piece of food. Taiga greedily took it, salivating smile, eyes shining.

"Sensei? I think you should hold back if you're going to be participating in the morning practice…" Sakura said, her voice worried over Taiga's health. The woman waved her off easily.

"This is fine. I have to eat a lot to make it until lunch. And you're not one to talk, eating riceballs after the morning practice." Taiga teased.

"—! You knew about that, Sensei!?"

Breakfast went on like that, loud, cheerful, teasingly, happy. Taiga teased Shirou and Sakura, both got flustered, embarrassed, or angry at her perfect accuracy with her teasing. Saber remained calm, eating, spoke sparingly, but in good nature. The peaceful atmosphere made everyone relaxed incredibly.

"—over fifty victims were found earlier this morning, and they are undergoing treatment at a nearby hospital—." The news on the TV revealed some disturbing reports, the effect were immediate, as it shatter the peaceful feeling in the living room.

"…huh? A gas leak in Shinto again? Whoa, it's fifty people this time." Taiga said, surprised. She stopped eating, paid attention to the ensuing news with a serious expression.

"—another tragedy has been found early this morning in the foreigner's district in the Miyama Town, the Tohsaka residence has suffered a house breaking and probable kidnapping. Police officers are currently investigating and searching for missing resident, Tohsaka Rin—."

Everyone in the room froze at that.

"…Tohsaka-sempai…?" Sakura asked, shocked from what she had heard. All of them were just a shock, Taiga looked at the TV with an unusual serious look.

Shirou thought over what may had happened with Rin, his mind recreating a scene over the possible criminals, but he quickly discarded it. Rin was magus, a great one, he remembered her using magecraft to try and slow down Berserker, even if she had failed, it still was something beyond his scope of abilities. And if that wasn't enough, she was a Master, her Servant, Archer, would never let someone hurt his Master. So whoever did this, it wasn't a common criminal.

No, it was obvious to him. He turned to see Saber, she was watching the news with an intense expression. This was the actions of a Master.

"Hmm. Things are getting way to dangerous. Sakura-chan, you're coming with me to school and whenever you go home. I don't like the idea of you going out by yourself, okay?" Taiga said, her voice light, but there was a hint of firmness in it. She turned to Shirou. "You can't work in Shinto for a while. You have some money in reserve, so take a break during times like these. Keep the house lock and if something happens, give a call, okay?"

The sight of a serious and worry Taiga cemented just how serious things were. But he couldn't answer her, giving an empty answer was not his style. He knew what he would be doing in the night, it was about time that he started his role in the war.

That was his answer.

**.**

**.**

**.**

**.**

It was a little bit pass seven, but Shirou could've still made it to school without hurrying.

He scratched the back of his head, the feeling of guilt etched on him. Earlier on Taiga had left with Sakura in tow, just as promised, leaving Shirou with a warning about being careful. That left him to clean the dishes, dried them, make sure to keep the house lock, make it in time to school and alone with Saber.

Master and Servant had gotten into a small scuffle over their next actions and more so in Shirou's safety. Admittedly Saber had brought on some good points, but he had ended convincing her to let him leave to school alone. The sight of a worry Saber made him feel guilty, denying her this? Her duty to protect? It made him feel like trash. Still he had promised her that he would be careful, that much was the least he could do for her.

And, he looked at the Command Seals on his hand, he had been given strict instructions on the event that something may had happened, to use the mark on his hand.

"Gyaa—!" A female voice grunted.

"Dha—!" Shirou grunted, he hit someone, stumbled back on the walkway, shook his head and look up. He had ran into someone, a woman, down on the floor, right hand kept her upper body up, the other on her head, dressed in a white business blouse, belts on her chest, black skirt, hair color was copper, brown eyes. She looked to be in her twenties. "Hey, I'm sorry, let me help you miss."

Shirou walked towards her and offer his hand towards her, the woman without looking at him threw her left hand on his direction, as she checked her wears for any damage.

"Oh thank yo—D-D-Da—!" The woman started, a show of gratitude, but cut it short, as she looked at him in shock. Shirou tilted his head in confusion. The woman cough, laughed nervously, an awkward smile appeared on her face. "D-Damn, uh, I damn, uh, you know damn it I'm such a klutz."

"Not at all miss. It's my fault for not paying attention." Shirou said, he grasped her hand tightly, pulled back and got her to her feet. The woman stumbled, gained her balance and looked at him with a small smile.

"Your fault? Of course not! It's kind of mine for not paying attention to what's in front of me." The woman said with a small laugh.

"Well I kind of wasn't paying attention either." Shirou said, he looked off to the side and scratched the back of his head.

"Welp, guess it's both out faults eh?" The woman said, as she imitated he's exact mannerisms, Shirou did not notice this.

"Hm. Well, I'll be on my way miss." Shirou said as he stepped around the woman, his destination only a few minutes away, he walked away.

"See you later…" Shirou heard the woman say to him, her voice still awkward. A chill down his spine, he stopped.

"…_Shirou_…"

"What?" Shirou asked, surprised at the woman knowing his name. He turned, to question the woman, but found her walking away. Shirou took a step forward, ready to pursue her, but hesitation took over him and he stopped. "Hm. Come on, snap out of it, there's no way that woman would know my name. And even if she knew, we probably met before. Yeah, that's right. I'm just stress over this war."

Shirou talked to himself, shook his head, stretched a bit, hit both his cheeks. Once he found himself in good shape, he continued toward his destination.

The woman from the other side of the walkway smile slightly at this, as she continued to walk toward her destination.

**.**

**.**

**.**

**.**

It was lunchtime, the day for Shirou had been passing quite fast. He walked through the school hallway toward the student council room. The meeting with the woman form early in the morning forgotten and the weird feeling he got as he entered the school categorize as unimportant.

"Geez, I can't believe that someone would hurt Tohsaka-sempai!" A male student said, the group of boys nodded at his words.

"Whoever did this is gonna pay!" Another one roar, the group joined in agreement.

The entire school had been in uproar at the whole situation with Rin. When Shirou had arrived, the first thing he had been met with was news over Rin's supposes kidnapping. Many girls and boys who looked up to Rin where greatly distraught by the events, they gossip or made plans to track down whoever did this and make them pay. It kind of made him happy that people were worry for Rin, but it still made him worry over them crossing pass with a Master.

"—huh? Um, Ayako-chan is absent today. You don't think…" A girl said, her voice tremble slightly.

"Geez, what's up with this town!? Thousands of gas leaks and now students getting kidnapped left and right!?" Another girl complained, frustrated over the events.

"H-Hey Shinji-kun is missing too…! Did he get kidnapped too?" Another girl commented.

Shirou's lips curled down, eyes narrowed, hand tightened over his lunch. It was true, he hadn't seen Shinji in class today, could he had been another victim? Did he suffer the same thing that he did in that fateful night? Did Ayako suffer as well? He stopped in front of the student council rooms door, frustrated.

He sighed, opened the door, stepped in and looked at Issei Ryudou sitting there with a contemplative on his face. He walked forward, got to the table, placed his food on the table, sat down and looked at Issei.

"Hey Issei." Shirou greeted, his voice plain. Issei blinked, looked up, he looked surprise.

"Emiya…? Huh, sorry I did not greet you. I was lost in my thoughts." Issei apologized, shook his head, opened his lunch, but did not eat. Shirou tilted his head in wonder. Issei noticed the look, coughed into his right fist and gave Shirou a serious look. "It is thinking over Tohsaka's the supposed kidnapping."

"Hm. Yeah, Tohsaka's house was left in a really big mess. And there was a lot of blood on the floor from what I saw in the news." Shirou said, setting the chopsticks down, pulled back against his seat, crossed his arms, looked off to the side with a frown. Issei hummed at that.

"Yes it is quite unfortunate. I shall pray for her safety." Issei said, voice even, eyes closed.

"Huh? Really? I thought you disliked Tohsaka?" Shirou asked, Issei spluttered, eyes widened, leaned forward and looked at Shirou in shocked.

"W-W-What!? Of course I do not trust that fox or even remotely like her. But I do not wish ill intent on her! Please Emiya, do you really think so lowly of me?" Issei said, indignation clear on his voice. Shirou put up his hands in defense.

"Sorry. It's just that this is the first time I've ever heard you say something in a positive way about Tohsaka. It was kind of surprising." Shirou said, trying to amend his mistake. Issei took a deep breath and nodded.

"No, I do believe I as well must take blame. My distraught for that girl is something I have let take over me for a long time now." Issei said, calmed, eyes closed, right hand placed on the table. He looked at Shirou. "Still, that was a very harsh thing to say Emiya. Try not to be so blunt when you are talking to someone."

"Heh. Okay Issei, I'll try to listen to your advice." Shirou said with a nod, picked up his chopstick and continued eating. Issei sighed, appreciation clear on his face.

"Hmm, still…I am quite worry over the possibilities of other students being missing." Issei said after a moment, his tone distant, lost in thought. Shirou stopped eating, a frown on his face.

"Mitsuzuri and Shinji are missing today…but I know I saw at the very least Mitsuzuri yesterday in club's practices and Shinji didn't go yesterday to practices, but maybe he got sick or he got a new girlfriend." Shirou informed Issei, he gave the glass wearing student a serious look.

"Hmm, it is a very serious issue Emiya, but, you're no outsider, so I guess you can know." Issei said with a serious voice. "It happened last night. We got a contact from Mitsuzri's family saying that she had yet to come home from the archery club. When we contacted the students who actually went to the club, we found out it was Shinji that last talked to her."

"Hold on. So Shinji did go to the practice yesterday? But it was way too late. And everyone was leaving to go home." Shirou said, surprised colored his voice. Issei nodded at his words.

"Yes, it seems you were there as well. But this is after that. When a student returned to school to get something he forgot, he saw Shinji in front of the archery range. It seems that Mitsuzuri and Shinji were having a quarrel." Issei informed, he looked off to the side. Shirou caught the gesture.

"Issei, what's up? You're not telling me everything." Shirou leaned forward, pressuring Issei. The student council president groaned slightly, pursed his lips and gave Shirou a look.

"Shinji was not alone, a group of adults were with him. Men and women dressed in white and black clothing, they wore belts around their chest, a weird form a fashion, but still worrying. They seemed to have been pressuring Mitsuzuri, if I had to guess then they were pressuring Shinji as well."

Shirou blinked, the description that Issei gave reminded him of the woman he had stumble with earlier on the day. Could that woman be connected with all of this?

"But that's not what got me worry though." Issei continued, worry clear on his voice. Shirou looked at him worriedly.

"There's more?"

"Hmm, tell me Emiya. Have you seen Kuzuki-sensei anywhere today?" Issei asked, a direct question, face set straight, serious. Shirou stopped, his eyes wide, realizing who the other person who was missing was. "Yes, Emiya, Kuzuki-sensei is missing today as well…no it is more accurate to say that he has been missing since before yesterday."

"Wait, he has been missing since before yesterday? Hold on, how do you know that!?" Shirou asked in surprised, eyes wide, mouth slightly agape.

"Oh, no. I just realized I haven't told you about it. Kuzuki-Sensei is like a brother to me." Issei said easily. "Kuzuki-Sensei has been staying over at my place for about three years. He is a naive person, but he has a sincere heart. He is living under the same roof as me, and he is someone I can respect as a person. It is only natural for me to respect him as my older brother."

"Whoa, I wouldn't have thought that Kuzuki-sensei was so important to you." Shirou said, surprised by what he had heard.

"Yes that's not all either…those very people, the ones that were with Mitsuzuri and Shinji yesterday had come to the temple and forced Kuzuki-sen—Guh!" Issei words were abruptly, a gurgled escaped his mouth.

For Shirou, his eyesight blacked out for a moment, he abruptly stood up, shook his head, rubbed his eyes. His stomach crawled, sense were reversed, his body felt hot. The noise of a body collapsing against a metal table caught his attention, he looked, Issei was unconscious.

"W-What the…?" Shirou asked in panic, looking around.

A disorder had occurred. Everything around him was red, the walls, ceiling, floors, air, everything. Shirou took a deep breath and tried to calm himself, but he felt numbed, the thick air he had inhaled proved harmful. He took a step, feet's trembled in effort. His body felt weak, as if something was sapping away his strenght. He shook his head, took a moment to center himself, gritted his teeth.

He ran toward Issei, seats were knocked down, he reached his friend, placed a hand on his shoulder and shook him. He stopped as he saw his skin melt, like mud, sliding down Issei exposed skin. His eyes widened, his mind went into deep thought, as he tried to find a solution.

It was more than obvious to him that this was an attack made by a Master. Whoever did this was targeting the room specifically, the intention to take him down as quickly as possible clear. This Master obviously did not care about innocent lives getting hurt along the way.

Shirou grabbed Issei left arm, slung it around his shoulders and got up. He needed to get Issei away from here, take him to the infirmary as quick as possible and find the culprit. Shirou quickly remembered Issei's descriptions about the people that were with Shinji and Ayako, he gritted his teeth, he walked towards the exit, an unconscious Issei in his arms, heavy and dragging.

Meeting that woman didn't seem all that irrelevant anymore.

Shirou made it to the door, the only exit out of the student council room. He reached out, left hand neared the door knob, grabbed it, twisted it and opened. He looked down, checked his friend's condition and walked out of the room.

"Come on Issei, everything is going to—!" Shirou said, his words of reassurance were cut short. He had looked up, breath had hitched up, mouth dried, his hold tightened.

He had been wrong. He had assumed that the only place that had been attacked had been the council room, as his identity as a Master had been compromised, he would've been killed in there. He had thought that he had been underestimated, that all he had to do was get his friend out and toward safety, before he dealt with his enemy. But now he understood just how dangerous this war was.

Everything was red, the halls, the air and the sky outside. Shirou walked forward, Issei still around his shoulder, he went for the halls window, looked outside. A large red dome had encompassed the entire school.

"A boundary field…?" Shirou muttered, to himself, eyes fixated outside.

"Yep, it's pretty good eh?" A male voice asked, its tone was full of arrogance. The voice asked for approval, praised, congratulations over what had been done. Shirou turned his head right, slowly, to look at the source of the current disorder. "You know Emiya, you're doing better than I thought."

Casually, hands on hip, stood Shinji Matou, dressed in a tight white and black suit. Behind him stood three females and one male, dressed with the same white and black suit, but they had armor gauntlets and greaves, a white cloak with the hood pulled up, and a great multitude of weapons or equipment.

A woman had a big wand with a big jewel at the top, another woman and man held cross shape shields and the other woman held three spears like weapons, each the side of an adults torso, on her back.

They all exuded great magical power, their obscured faces made them look much more ominous, shadowed faces, lips set down on a frown. It made Shirou's skin crawled.

But he did not care about such thing now.

"This is your doing, Shinji?" Shirou asked, voice calm, eyes set hard. Shinji chuckled.

"That's right. This is my doing. I had some trouble getting the boundary field to go off in the past couple of days, but…" Shinji gestured back, to the four armored individuals. "I found some pretty good friends that could lend a hand. You know this field wasn't supposed to go off now? I mean normally it would take a couple of more days, but these guys here helped accelerate things."

"—I see." Shirou said plainly, he knelt down and set Issei down, not moving his eyes from Shinji or the other four. He stood up, moved away, his muscle tensed, his left hand throbbed. "Tell me something Shinji, are you a Master?"

"A master? Hahahahahahaha! Hey Rider, how about you make an appearance here!" Shinji ordered, his voice filled with arrogance. From behind Shirou, set of footsteps could've been heard, the sound of sparkling energy gathering as well.

Shirou looked back, three more of the armored individuals came in. A man and woman both had the spears like weapon, the other woman held no weapons, but had what looked like liquid metal by her feet, it twitched, opened its 'mouth' and showed dozens of sharp 'teeth'.

But they did not compare to the woman that materialized in front of them. Long purple hair, fluttered around the heavy hair, like snakes, tight black and purple cloth, it accentuated her body greatly.

Shirou paid that bit of information no mind. He instead focused on an important bit, the fact that the long-purple hair woman was a Servant, Rider.

"You see that now Emiya? That right there is my Servant, my prove that I'm a Master. So tell me does that answer your question?" Shinji said mockingly, Shirou stood firm, turned his head back to Shinji. The blue hair Master had a cocky grin on his face, his eyes sparkled in excitement over his power. Shirou gave him a flat look.

"Drop the boundary field."

Silence reigned on the school yard.

"…what?" Shinji asked, confused, his cocky smile dropped, eyes squinted, a glare. The others remained in their stoic pose.

"I said bring the boundary field down Shinji, or else I'll force you to do it." Shirou said plainly, his tone determined and strong, his posture rigid. Shinji glared hatefully.

"Y-Y-You—!" Shinji hissed, a venomous sneered on his face. Then he stopped, try to calmed himself down, a grimaced, a sign that he was failing. "H-Hey Emiya, you really think you can order me around eh? Haha…hahaahahahahahahaha! Well let me tell you something! You can't! So stop with your bad ass bravado! I know you don't have your Servant with you! You fucking moron!"

"—!" Shirou eyes widened at that, surprised, his left hand clenched, his command spell shone. Shinji let out a loud laugh at his surprise.

"What's wrong Emiya? Didn't think I wouldn't notice that your Servant isn't with you!? Well too bad!" Shinji mocked, a cruel smirk appeared on his face.

Shirou raised his left hand, command seal shone brightly, he needed to call Saber, he realized that this wasn't a battle he could win.

"GAH—!" Shirou screamed, eyes closed tightly, pain expression, he crashed against the glass window of the hall, it cracked against the impact. His blood spurt out through the air, right shoulder pierced by a nail, the bone was cracked, right arm hung limply, nearly tore off. Shirou opened a single to look at the one who had done this.

Rider stood there, two large nails in hands, connected by a chain, it was midair, it rattled. Rider had thrown one of those nails, pierced his right shoulder and swung him toward the window.

"Hah, hah, hah Emiya. No calling for your Servant." Shinji said, right index finger shook in a negative, playful manner. "How about a little game thought? Let's see how man—huh?"

Shinji stopped rambling, looked back, at the woman from behind him, the one with the spears placed a gauntlet arm on his shoulder.

"There's no time for this. Grabbed the Pillar and let's go." She said in a cold voice.

"W-W-What!? D-Don't think about going off and bossing me around. Your Lieutenant told me I could do whatever I wanted as long as I bring Emiya with me alive." Shinji said, a sneered clear on his face, he pushed the woman's armor hand off. The woman remained calm.

"This is a waste of time." She said, turned to one of her colleagues, the one who stood behind Rider. "Grab him and let's go."

The one with the multiple spears behind his back, moved forward. Shirou gave the man a frustrated look, teeth gritted in pain, sweat poured down his brown. The man was just about to grab him…

"Rider don't let him!" Shinji shouted, a clear command. Rider moved, the man barely had time to put his armored hands in front for a defense. A powerful kick send him skidding off toward a classroom.

"You would betray us, Shinji Matou!" The woman with the spears growled, armored lighting up for combat, her comrades got into battle positions.

"Don't get in my way if you don't want me to kill you then!" Shinji growled back, anger clear on his face.

A standoff was held, tension was clear on the air, one bad move and battle would begin. They all stood there glaring among themselves.

The sound of glass shattering snapped them out of there standoff.

"The Pillar jumped out the window!" One of the shield wielders shouted, everyone turned, looked at the broken window, glass flew in the air, the floor. They looked to where Shirou Emiya was supposed to be standing.

Shirou was currently on free-fall. He had jumped back, trying to get away, desperation to end Shinji's and those armored individuals plans. His back collided against the already cracked window, he fell, he grew more desperate as the ground grew closer, he put his left arm in front of him.

He didn't care about dying here, all he wanted was for everyone at the school to be okay, so for that he would have Saber do that in his stead. With bared teeth and narrowed eyes he howled.

**"I ORDER YOU TO COME, SABER!"**

* * *

><p><strong>Author Notes:<strong>

**Here's another chapter for Future's Pride. I decided to cut this chapter in two, since I saw that the other half needed some reworking. I actually wanted to put on each chapter to go day by day, but I guess this can work to. Next chapter will probably be shorter or longer, who knows. Depends on how much description I wanna put on the chapter. Next chapter the fireworks will blow up.**

**If there are any grammatical error I will checked them out later on. **

**orocontra2012: Glad you are interested in the story. As for who that Master and Servant are, well I can't tell you that! Where's the fun in me spoiling stuff? Stay tuned to find out!**

**hyperomegasonic26: Jesus, that's incredibly insane. I don't know if to applaud you or remain silent, letting you stew in wonder over you being right or wrong. I think I'll do both. Hope to see you in future chapters!**

**matrience: Thank_ you _for the review! Hope you're liking thing so far.**

**talesfanjmf: Of course I'm going to show just how bad ass Archer is! The guy is the most GAR ever! But don't worry, there'll be more badass moment for Archer down in the future.**

**Hope you enjoyed, see you later!**


End file.
